RALPH    RASHLEIGH
single blow crushed in the black man's skull. Instantly
avenging the poor djin, who had just life enough to attempt
to caress him as he bent over her, before falling back
dead.
At this tragedy Rashleigh ran amok. He snatched up the
club where he had let it fall after dispatching Jumba and
rushed at Terrawelo, who was surrounded by friends in
consultation about the wisdom of attempting to pull the
spear from his body. Heedless of the screech of terror from
the lips of the wounded chief, Rashleigh brought his club
down upon his head., dashing out his brains. The chief's
friends attacked him in a swarm, but the enraged white man
brought three of them crashing to earth before he was
disarmed and secured*
He was brought as a prisoner before the assembled tribe
next morning for trial, the dead bodies of Terrawelo and
Jumba being laid out surrounded by their wailing djins and
relatives. Rashleigh was asked simply why he had killed
the two warriors.
'There were three dead bodies last night/ he replied.
*Why are there only two this morning?*
A warrior leaped up in a fury and addressed the savage
court.
'The white man means, brothers, where is the body of his
djin,* he shouted in the native tongue, *as if he meant to say
that he had killed our Chief and Jumba to revenge her death.
Let my black brothers teach the pale stranger that they do
not so far worship weak women as to hold that her death
could be any excuse for the fall of two brave warriors/
*It is true/ rejoined Rashleigh, *I killed Jumba and
Terrawelo because they killed Lorra; but also they had tried
to kill me, which they would have done had not nay poor
djin lost her life to save mine/
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